z^6                  THE   SACRED    FLAME            ACT III

MRS. TABRET: I knew it was so great that she mistook it
for love, and I prayed that she would never find out her
mistake. She meant everything in the world to Maurice.
Everything. At first it was easier when we were strug-
gling for his life, but when he settled down to being a
chronic invalid and we knew that he would never be
anything else I was seized with a great fear. I feared
that the time would come when she felt she couldn't
stand any longer the miserable life that was all he had
to offer her. If she wanted to go I felt we hadn't the
right to prevent her, and I knew that if she went
Maurice would die.

STELLA: I would never have left him. It never entered my
head that it was possible.

MRS. TABRET: I saw the strain that it began to be on her
nerves. She was as kind as ever, and as gentle, but it
was an effort, and what is the good you do worth unless
you do it naturally as the flowers give their scent?

NURSE: I have never been given to understand that good is
only good if it's easy to do.

MRS. TABRET: I don't suppose it is, but if it's difficult then
I think it benefits the person who does it rather than
the person it's done to. That is why it is more blessed
to give than to receive.

NURSE: I don't understand you. I think what you say is
odious and cynical.

MRS. TABRET: Then I'm afraid you'll think what I'm going
to say now even more cynical and odious. I found myself
half wishing that Stella should take a lover.

NURSE: [With horror.] Mrs. Tabretl

MRS. TABRET: I was willing to shut my eyes to anything so
long as she stayed with Maurice. I wanted her to be
kind and thoughtful and affectionate to him, and I didn't
care for the rest.

NURSE: [Brokeft/j.] I had such a deep respect for you, Mrs,